THE IRON PUDDLER

have talked sharp to you, my cussedness is
really due to envy. I really want to be in
your shoes, and I haven't got the brains for
the job."

This worked.

'There is nothing about me for a fellow
like you to envy," he said condescendingly.
"I'm no better off than you are. In fact, I
envy you fellows. You are never sick; you
can eat and digest anything. I really envy
you. You are built like a young Hercules
and are never ashamed when you strip.
When I put on a bathing suit I am embar-
rassed until I get out of sight in the water,
because I'm all skin and bones. My arms and
legs are the size of broomsticks."

"Oh, well," I said, "you're just as well off
without the Hercules shape. You are always
healthy."

"Healthy ? What I call health, you fellows
would regard as the last stages of decrepitude*
A little beer and tobacco knocks me over. If
I drank coffee and ate pie the way you do,
I'd have to take morphine to get a night's
sleep. You fellows need never envy us intel-
lectuals. You can drink and smoke and eat
anything, and all the poisons you take in are
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